That was how I got into the Adler and Sullivan office and how I first
met the master for whose influence, affection and comradeship I have
never ceased to feel gratitude.
Elated, I went hack to Silsbee's and to Cecil. Cecil was glad and sad, too,
as I could see.
'Go in and tell the old man,' was what he said.
I went in.
'Mr. Silsbee.'
'Well?' wheeling around from his desk.
'I haven't been doing very well for you or myself for some weeks.'
'I've noticed it.'
'I've asked Mr. Sullivan for a job.'
*Did he give you one?'
'Yes, he gave me one that will last a long time, I believe.'
'When are you going?'
'Next Monday, if you don't need me?'
He thought a moment. 'This doesn't seem quite up to your usual
standard, does it, Wright?'
'You were away when the chance came. I was going to wait to come to
you first, tut I dreaded to wait for many reasons. The chance came unex-
pectedly. But if you need me I would stay.'
*No! I don't need you. I wanted to know your reason for falling down on
your principles—that's all.'
cMr. Silsbee—I was so sure my usefulness here was ended and you
would be relieved,'
'But is that the point?'
:Not the point at all. No 11 am wrong. Dead wrong. I should never have
gone to Mr. Sullivan without first talking with you. It's clear enough.'
'Never mind, Wright. You may like it with Sullivan. Not my style but
maybe a genius, who knows?*
I hated to leave that way. No matter what I felt about Silsbee's short-
comings I adored him just the same. And I knew I left him like any tramp
draughtsman when he had been really handsome to me. What could I
say? I sat helpless. Nothing at all to say. If he saw my face, and I guess he
did, he must have forgiven me. If he can see into my heart now, he will
see what he saw in my face then. I got out.
I never saw Silsbee again.
LET THE DEAD BURY THEIR DEAD
Has every forward movement in human lives as it is realized, its own
peculiar pang, I wonder.
The cause of this 'pang' was definitely a fault of mine. I might have
waited to talk with Silsbee at the proper moment and have quit with none.
As usual, I had taken too much for granted.
And yet, do the trees know pain when top branches float leaves on the
breeze? Shut the sun from the branches below so those branches must die?
86

